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though there was left a little corner of
thought, which was still unexplained, we
should soon have some more facts, and the
last mystery would be hunted down.

But it seemed to me, as I read it, that the
thoughts of man were just as much facts as
any other facts, and that when a man had a
vision of beauty, or when a hope came to him
in a bitter sorrow, it was just as real a thing
as the little particle of the brain which
stirred and crept nearer to another particle.
I do not say that all theories of religion and
philosophy are necessarily true, but they
are real enough; they have existed, they
exist, they cannot die. Of course, in making
out a theory, we must not neglect one set of
facts and depend wholly on another set of
facts; but I believe that the intense and
pathetic desire of humanity to know why
they are here, why they feel as they do,
why they suffer and rejoice, what awaits
them, are facts just as significant as the
blood that drips from the wound, or the
leaf that unfolds in the sun. The comfort-
ing and uplifting conclusion which the writer
came to was that we were just a set of
animated puppets, spun out of the drift of
sand and dew by the thing that he called